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Ki&g. Goe call him hither prefently. 

The deepe refoluing witty Buckingham, 

No more {hall be the neighbour to my counfelL 
Hath hefo long held out with me vntirde, 

And flops he now for breath ? 

'Enter Darby 

How now what newes with you ? 

Dar, My Lord I hearethe Marquefle 
Is fled to Richmond, inthofe parts be yond the Teas 
Where he abides- 

King. Cates by. Cat, My Lord. 

King'. Rumor thi s abroad * 

That Anne my wife isfiekeand like to die, 

I will take order for her keeping clofe; 

Enquire me out fome meane borae Gentleman,' 

Whom I will marry ftraight to Clarence daughter 
The boy is fooliflh and 1 feare not him ; 

Looke how thou dreameft ; 1 fay agame, giue out 
That -Anne my wife is ficke and like to die. 

About it, for it ftands me much vpon. 

To flop all hopes whofe growth may damage me a 
1 muft be married to my brothers daughter. 

Or elfe my Kingdome ftands on brittle glafle, 

Murther her brother , and then marry her, 

Vncertaine way ofgaine, but 1 am in 
So farrein blood , that finne pluckes on flnne, 

Teares falling, pitty dwels not in this eye. 

Enter Tirrel . 

Js thy name Tirrel ? 

Ttr. lames Tirrel & your moft obedient fubieft. 

King. Arwhou indeed ? 

Ttr. Proue me my gracious foueraigne* 

■fowf.Dar’ft thou reiolueto killa friend of mine? 

Tir . I my Lord but 1 had rather kill two deepe enemies 
Kiug.VJhy there thou haft it, to deepe enemies* 
Poes to my reft that my fweet fleepe difturbs, * 

Are they that 1 would haue thee deale vpon j 
Tirrel , \ meane thofe baftards in the Tower. 

Tir. Let me haue meanes to come to them, ; ... 
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Come hithet r/r«/. 

Goby that 

IcdTvvanouc thee. Mid prefer thee too. 

j Loi S d°,°l haue confide«d in my mind, 

Th** late demand that you did ,ound me in. 

Xi#.Well let that pafle, 4 ®^/^ is fled to w° n 

Buc. I heare that news my Lord. _ J . * t( - t . 

Kin. Stanley, he is yourwiues ionne : We , •/■ 

Buc.\Ay Lord, I claime yout gift,my due byprwuie, 
-For which your honour and your ^h^pavvwi. 

The Earhdomeof Her ford, and the moueabies. 

The which you promifed I fliould Pphefle, 

Kin. Stanley , looke to your wife, if they conuey 
Letters to Wtchmovd, you fhalL anfwerit*. , 

Buc. What layes your highneffe to my tuft deman , , 

Kin, As 1 remember Henry the tat 
Did prophefie that Richmond (hould be King, 

When Richmotidw&s a little peeuilhboy, 

A King perhaps, perhaps* 

S»,How?hance the Prophet could notat that time, 

Haue told-me I being by, thatlfhould kill him. 

Buc. My Lord, your promifefor the Earledome. 

Kin, Richmond, Whenlaft I was at Exeter, 

TheMaiorincurtefie fhewdme theCaftie, 

And called it Rugemount, at whichnamesi ttartea, 
Becaufe a Lord of Ireland told me once, 

I fhould not liue long afterl law Richmond. 

Buc. My Lord. 

K in. I, W hats a cloche? . . , 

Buc. I am thus bold to put your Grace in mind 
Of what you promifd me. 

Kin, Well, but whats a clocke ? 

Buc . Vponthe ftroke of i°* K' 
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